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Mmegt “Near 


Dear Readers, 


The present moment is a constant expectation. The long, warm 
promise of summer months fades into fall’s anticipation and hope for renewed 
ambition, then changes again to the wintry dreams of a coming year’s end. 
When we encounter the phrase “in those days” in Scripture, it reflects on 
times past and future: we read of kings, judges, and nations experiencing the 
tumultuous reality of God acting on behalf of His people. Prophets delivered 
promises of a future they could nor not see, knowing that the great God of 
their past would follow through. 

Our memoties and dreams give us assurance of what God has done, 
and that He will do it again. He has been faithful, and His word holds promise 
of His faithfulness to come. As creators we are always seeking glimpses, brief 
visions of a truth just beyond ourselves, reaching out with our art in hopes of 
knowing it better, and longing to share it with others. We lean on the richness of 
the past—our own, that of others, collective memory—to colour our creating 
and make it human. 

We invite you to join us and Redeemer’s talented student contributors 
as we reflect on these themes of time, history, and vision. May the works in 
the following pages inspire hope for transformation and fulfillment through 


observing the continuous collisions of promise between past and future. 


Grace and peace, 
The Quest Team— 
Sarah Olivo, Nathan Reid-Welford, 
Ben Wright, and Malika Mutrux, 


Alexander Hobbs 


Silver Aligning 


I want to be a sliver of light on the edge of a cloud — 
Reminding every soul that today is not forever 
But ends with another beginning, 

Peace will come as a soft rose blossom, 

While darkness yet covers the gathering light — 
On the other side of this toss of waves 

(that will surely bring in golden rays) 

We glimpse a muddled horizon 

And hope with a flame on that sandy shore 

That we have but to wait out the darkening night; 
When the torch will be needed no more. 


Rory Murphy 


Mhe Path I See 
from the Middle 


EEE ________ _,_ 


1 now stand before myself upon this life’s end 

Standing in a field of dreams noticing the trends 

Of nsing past, OF unrelenting present, Of unsure future. 
Lic still restless beat, restrained and caged 

Landing in my story’s end rustles nerves unsure— 


All desires wild, All paths trodden, All hopes engaged? 


Before two crowds my minds eye splits: 

To the single, careless, care-free, cared-for 

Smiling with sweet siren dreams dancing ‘round his head. 
To my unshaped mass-making mistake-maker 

Breaking form with each idea taken for the life to be. 
And here I can’t decide which way to tread— 

To linger in youth’s naive bliss, or age’s cruel wisdom, 


Or perhaps be still hapless and wander in present stupor? 


On the early-aged path one road is clear defined 
And despite regretful wishes what tile laid 
Forever laid it is, alone we walk it— 

Remorseful for mistakes we've made, 


Yet joyous in this simple cycle to be further refined. 


Yet ahead this one ideal memory echoes many, 

Even this potential guided way will warp and wane. 

Forever the way is lost, as all might feel in darkest Pit 

With possible flaws and luck dawning and damning me insane— 


Yer the shadowed silver lining tempts all paths ‘a plenty. 


So now I still stand, 
Bur broken in my whole; 
Yer this fate 1 shan’t stand, 


As I wish to escape this hole. 


‘To the me of the past—Pass free 
Into a world where you'll grow 
Up to look upon a smile 


That inspires friends to be and draw close. 


‘To the me(s) of the future—Few truths 
Into a world where you'll slow 
Down and settle with a minute grin 


That inspired joys to recollect and hold in prose. 


So here [ stand at this life’s end; 

I decide to bury this strife in memory’s land. 

No longer shall I fear this work that halts my tek 
And breaks my heart’s weakening command, 


So here I stand—Hopeful to begin. 


Victor ifmeanetas 


A Ceaseless Prayer 


Tapiwa Mudavanhu 


Blind Mam 


They say 

beauty is in the eyes of the beholder. 
What if I told you 

when the sun hit her skin 

her melanin turned golden, 
keratin thick 

her lips equally as impressive 
as her dips 

her curves, oh 

my word. Absurd. 

A spectacle to observe 

she still is. 

Her eyes pools of honey 

I could just drown in. 

Her speech so sweet 

T just want her at my right hand 
seat as my Queen. 

Now do you see why I just 
couldn’t deny 

she looks like the missing piece 
to my incomplete life. 


Elizabeth Verwijs 


Nqo monologue 
[apnng@er 
Haine 


Tr’s a funny thing, to realize you no longer live at home, not really, 
Not since you started spending four months at a time living in a town over a 
six-hour drive from your parents’ house (seven when they drive you). When 
you do visit home, that’s just it; you're visiting, and things are different. The 
spaces once set aside for your shoes, your toothbrush, and your backpack, are 
now filled by others’ things. You go to grab a glass from the cupboard and 
realize the dishes have moved, ever so slightly. The almost-rule your parents 
had for as long as you can remember, about how many marshmallows you 
could put in your hot chocolate, is no longer a cule at all, and you can put in 


as many as you like. But somehow, you find this no comfort, 


Some things haven’t changed: there's still a meal schedule for the 
weekdays, though the meals themselves are different now; cheesy pasta 
instead of quesadillas, and meatloaf instead of spaghetti. Of course, the 
front door is in the same spot, but...is that a new paint colour? Or a new 
door handle? You go home a few times a year to inevitably find that things 
have changed in small ways, yet every slight change jars you. Home just isn’t 
the same, Home... can you even call it thar anymore? The dictionary claims 
‘home’ to be “the place where one lives permanently.” I guess in that sense, 
you can’t call it home anymore, since you're only there less than 10 weeks of 


the year anyway, You'll just have to get used to being a GUEST. 


Solace Coupethwaite 


The Maple Grove 
Dedicated to my lifelong friend, Kiara Pollice 


Tam glad my friend was taller—the buckets were so high, 
and three feet tall is much too small, yet tippy-toes I tried. 


We ran quick from tree to tree to see inside each bin, 


how full or empty each one was—we opened every tin. 

If we'd stood still for long enough to hear the drops drip slow, 
we would have learned how long it took to make the liquid gold; 
Yet children don’t have time to hear the drips dropping so slow, 
for if they ever stop too long their patience quick grows cold. 
The liquid clear like water flows yet maples don’t seep so; 

they bleed through taps, to get the sap, to make the liquid gold. 
It boils and boils for hours on end and like a magic trick, 


transforms from thin and watery to syrup brown and thick. 


As children though, we did not care—just ran from tree to tree 
and looked inside cach silver tin, my taller friend and me. 
In light snow sprinkled forest, our small footprints like a road 


connected the great syrup city of the maple grove. 


Malika Mutrux 


Renee Merke 
story excerpt 


Mie 
Immortal 
Ammesiac 


I wonder if I have ever known Marie Antoinette. I have studied her 
painted portraits and read countess biographies on the woman. Only 1 don’t 
read them for a paper like I see the university students doing, bodies crouched 
over their books and (what are supposedly called) laptops. No, I read them to 
see if I ever lived in France during the French Revolution. I am certain that I 
was alive at that time. You can sense your own age in your bones, and when 
you cannot die, that ache becomes the only pain you know. However, I cannot 
recall what I was doing during the 1700s when Marie and the others were 


petting beheaded. 


Wearing a long dark coat, I entered this library to find answers. If 1 
have been alive for so long, I'd thought, then surely I can find clues written in 
the history books detailing all the important events of the world. Yet so far, 

I have found nothing, Even after reading so much about Marie Antoinette, 

I feel no intimacy when I] see her name. I know how she lived a lavish life 
which the common people despised, and how young she was when she was 
finally executed. But I don’t know if she had nightmares that prevented her 
from sleeping, or how she fought boredom, or what her favourite colour was. 


I close the book with a sigh. I do not think I ever knew Marie Antoinette. 


] follow an unchanging routine, perusing the endless shelves of 
books in search of a title thar will spark a memory. I don’t know what it will 


feel like when it happens, but I take my chances on any books thar sound 
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promising, I pick up another book on the French Revolution, this one 
specifically from the perspective of the revolting peasants. 1] return to a spot 
in the library that I secretly call my own: a small corner with an uncomfortable 
wooden chair. It has its downsides, but at least no one bothers me. I sit down 
and begin reading, That’s one aspect of the library I appreciate—the hushed 
silence. ] like to think that it will help me regain my memories. Perhaps in the 
quiet, my mind will suddenly recall the sounds of entering my home, or of 


someone calling my name. 


When the sun is setting through the gold panelled windows, I give up 
on the French Revolution being my past. I stand up, arms full of the biogra- 
phies and textbooks I have picked up throughout the day, and walk towards 
the stairs. The library is grand, with statues of Greek philosophers such as 
Plato and other prominent figures in history. Without their stone faces, 1 
would have never known of their existence. Unfortunately, 1 doubr that 1 
knew Plato. Although I like to believe that we would have gotten along quite 
well, if only for the fact that ] would have someone to talk with. The shelves 
are built out of dark oak wood, as is the staircase. I study the smooth carved 
edges of the white statues as I pass them, pressing their images into my feeble 


and murky mind. 


Descending to the first floor, 1 reach the front desk and place the 
books on a metal cart. The humans are drifting out of the library, heading to 
their homes for the night; 1 return upstairs to my chair. It sits alone near a dip 
in the wall, as if the construction team planned to build a hallway there but 
gave up as soon as they began. J sit down, hidden away from the employees 
who are closing up the library. To them Tam a devoted patron. They do not 


know thar this place is the closest thing I have to a home. 
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When the lights turn off, leaving me in darkness, | tell myself the same 
thing every night: “Maybe tonight | will dream of my past. And then I will 


wake up like a newborn, and finally have a path to follow.” 


My voice sounds rough like sandpaper, but echoes softly around me. 
I want to remember it, so that I can recognize it in my dreams. My body sits 
upright in the uncomfortable chair, and yet Iam settled, and feel no inclination 


to move. I slowly close my eyes, and hope for dreams to come. 


But 1 don’t dream. 1 do not ever seem to dream in any capacity. I 
have read up on dreams before; some books say that you forget most of your 
dreams the second you wake up. Others say that it is possible to lucid dream, 
controlling what you do in your own subconscious. I try to do both; find my 
own dreams, or create my own. But nothing happens. The only thing I can 
visualize is myself, My own thin shrunken hands reaching out into darkness, 


nothingness, searching for anything to grasp. 
The morning sun prods my eyelids open. | never sleep restfully. 


te # 


14 Ps 5 
Continued on our site 


Nathan Reid-Welford 


Summer Flings and 
Fair-Weather Friends 


What's the difference between someone you forget, and someone you remember? 
What makes a moment a memory, frozen in time forever? 

Why do we bookmark a chapter, or reread a page again and again? 

Is it because they’re the best parts, or do we hope it isn’t the end? 


You don’t realize you’ve finished a sentence until the ink has dried. 
Tomorrow will sneak up on you, no matter how well you hide. 
And whether you're ready or not, it’s time to turn the page, 

adding another chapter in a book of coming of age. 


These pages have a texture engraved in the lines; 
every piece of the story fused together in the spine. 
Some have continued and others are long gone, 
but in these pages they will always live on. 

Without the summer flings and fair-weather friends 


my story would just be paper and pen. 


Sometimes the plot moves too fast to reflect on what went wrong, 
but you can’t write over permanent ink, so you have to just move on. 
The further you get you'll start to notice a trend: 

Life’s just an unfinished story of way back when. 


Short stories come together to form the story of my life; 

some that make me think I’ve done things right. 

Severed chapters, faded plot lines—cleaning up the writing over time. 
What will stand out when it’s over? 

What will I remember at the end? 

What added colour from cover to cover? 

The summer flings and fair-weather friends. 
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Avigail Venema 


Ivy 


Glossy winding leaves 

scale the slim yellow string 
wandering tendrils intertwine 
hope 


they will take over 


inching discovery, coil and 
cover 

a thin trail on steep escarpment 
making way to 

unexpected places— 


they must be trimmed at year’s end. 


All things that grow become enrangled— 
the cost 
of their presence 


and the path of sunlit prowth. 


He says, 


“Make sure you take it with you again.” 


Too late, remember? 


scattered rain. 


prey canal 
coppery oxide paint 
worn bicycle tires 
crumbling rust lattice 
violet grasses 
heavy 
dew 
pedestrian bridge: 
if I jump, 
I will nor need 


your umbrella. 
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Abby Ciona 


Ben Wright 


poem excerpt 


€touded Witnesses 
i. promised land 


The Lord said to Abraham 


“Take your family and go to the land Pll show you” 


(its not colonialisus, T sear) 


so we left our recliners to gather dust, 


abandoned our parkas fora world without winter, 


we crossed an ocean 


every morning the call to prayer blares from minarets 
tactically positioned throughout town 
there is no rest for the wicked 


they must rise for Allah just like everyone else 


children and the disabled gather in the streets to beg 

assembled at traffic stops to cast tearful glances into car windows 
the children are ‘working’ for their education 

having been sent out by imams to fund their koranic schooling 

a one-armed phone card salesman puts them to shame 
reinforcing Western ideals 


single-handedly lifting himself up by his bootstraps 


for God and 
minimum wage 


to a land of sand 


other children drag carts through the streets crying 


“deleaudeleaudeleau” — water 


sold in plastic baps— 


others hold bissap instead 
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blood red 


to be torn open with bare teeth 


and sucked from like vampires 


the bags are pitched in the open streets, 
gathered in piles with other trash 

and burnt 

black smoke and soot filling the air 


houses are walled and gated to keep out strangers and maintain ‘cleanliness’ 


the old expat lays out his wisdom: 
“a night-guard is okay 
a night-guard and a dog is good 
just the dog is best” 
the neighbourhood children throw rocks over the walls at our dog 
so we must chain him when we open the gates 


lest he charge out in search of vengeance 


at Lid goat blood runs in the streets 
skinned corpses lean on spits around fires 
the feast is shared with friends and family 
my father is served a ‘delicacy’ by our night-guard 
when asked what it is the man begins drawing in the sand with a stick 
and sheepishly says “it’s - you know - 
it’s the part that makes ita man” 
school starts with violence 
at the Irench school 
Tam beaten on the playground 
and my friends are touched by older boys in the bathrooms 
and we are left without words 
at the English school 
] am beaten again 
I can speak this time, but my teacher declares that 


“nobody likes a tardetale” 


. 21 
Continued on our site 
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Sarah Olivo 


(what to expect) 


conviction is red-winged 

the weighted branch sways 

and a siren surrounds you, 
battering air with her sight. 
observe, a trembling meadow 

in fever and doubled leaves 
everywhere, split into echoes 

of waterlight—start to mistake it 
for judgement, a silly green rape 
but you stay just to watch, just 
for sucking wet earth to draw 
out of your feet all beloved 
alertness—it dawns that it’s you 
who's been trembling, prey 

to a glint of blood orange on jet. 
stiller breaths bring a sharpness 
each feather, each reed is awake 
and to little black eyes all around 
steady on, till the urge 

to identify them intervenes 

and you go, knowing how 

to get at least this far tomorrow, 
maybe bowing as you pass 


under her nest. 


Anna-Maria Roth 


Bubbles are like the stages of life. Some stay and some go, but the ones 
that remain are the ones that flow with grace, forgiveness and a true love. 
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We are all made to be in community, and beauty shines from each 


and every one of us. All we have to do is love one another as we love 


ourselves. Not tearing others down, but building one another up. 
1 Thessalonians 5:11 


Gwyneth Covey 


song excerpt 


Not Juliet 


| Slow burn romance picks up pace with soft sleeps’s second chance 
> Your name means something new 
Tell me darling: What’s in a Montague? 


Now the lark has come to say it’s time to 
Beckon in a new day 
The woman I was before, I shed her skin and she’s lying on the floor 


Daddy’s perfect daughter couldn’t keep him from the slaughter 
Small town boy in the blotter, he could become her heart’s marauder 
I wish there was a better story, frankly Shakespeare’s much too gory 
But she’s not Juliet yet 


You watch for my stares as I play 
Fool to fortunes reach 
Your face is on the pages of every romance I find the heart to read 


We speak in code, now your poison lies in every returned letter 
My knife on your brow, reflected blues eyes 
Come to see my tragic fetter 


Daddy’s perfect daughter couldn’t keep him from the slaughter 
Small town boy in the blotter, he could become her heart’s marauder 
I wish there was a better story, frankly Shakespeare’s much too gory 
But she’s not Juliet yet 


Video of full performance on our site 


Sam Avery 


just an experience 


menand women 


in a bright 


clever room 


a woman squirming 


nor feeling 


bright 


or clever 


not feeling here 


is classified as 
don’t worry, 


not mine 


feeling 


so faulty. 


it’s by design 


not even yours, 


please 
don't tell me 


don't worry, 


to let go. 
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it’s 


Gad’s 


he made it 


pood 


I will let go 


of this 
and not 
and you 
will tell me irs wrong 
because irs who 


lam 


which means 
it’s right, 
just don’t feel 


bright 


or clever. 


thar 
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Anonymous 


[ untitled ] 


The constant beyond 
daily wonder, discovered hustle, 
lives beyond the horizon of expectations, in lines of the dead 
and the Bustle of our there: 
this noise, a whole universe. 


the chaos within ourselves 


Time, searching for meaning in the striving, 

our measure 

validation truly is: 
size, outwards, external Orhers 

knowing constantly, often without our success 
checks recognition, pay, receive media, much purpose 
number that something from on our posts 

the heart-self fears discovery 

Uncovered, but hidden, mind that one 

journey upon journey, voyage within voyage 


Untapped within a potential quest 
Deepest soul, embark! 


resilience imagined 

reprets never existed 

doubts those obstacles 

un breakable demons riddled with ever more spirit 


staring, faceless 


ey —— 


your travel state, 
a trove of arrival 
depths from within 
cultivate emotions waiting 
a deeper trove 
needs that purpose, 
you have been patiendy external 
mind doesn’t realize 


isn’t something you need 


Challenge your dreams 

Confront your desires 

Embrace the full spectrum of your doubts 

Afraid of your universe its passions undiscovered 


Landscapes embrace your fears 


Busy Heart 
breathe quiet; 
reflecr spaces found 


within the whisper of this guiding moment 
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Brooklyn Guynup 


Pierrot 


30 


xe) 
Hi 
oO 
a 
—) 
wv 
= 
| 
ue) 
| 
cv) 
ao 
= 
° 
Ww 
| 
xo) 
o 
= 


Never Again 


We hope you enjoyed this 
edition of Quest! Allow us 
to introduce ourselves, and 


leave you with some art 
that’s been inspiring us! Art Rees 
+ meet the 
team 


“Life's Not Out to Get You” by Neck Deep, an album 
about the impact of hometown and upbringing; and 
The Body by Stephen King, a coming of age story that 
explores memories and formative experiences. 
Nathan Reid-Welford, Admin & Business Head 
4th year English Writing 


The Neverending Story by Michael Ende, a colorful fairytale 
that plays with ideas of identity, prophecy, and creation; 
and Listen to the Green by Luci Shaw, an enchanting 
collection of earthy poetry with rich spiritual themes. 
Sarah Olivo, Senior Designer & Editor 


4th (ish) year English Writing 


Chanell Joy, an artist who creates textural, abstract pieces 
using natural pigments she hand-makes from rocks. Her 
quiet compositions reflect the intentionality that grows 

from a slow, laborious process working with nature. 

Malika Mutrux, Social Media Manager & 

Junior Designer, 2nd year Psychology & Youth Ministry 
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“Burnt Norton” from T.S. Elior’s Four Quartets, some 
Poetic musings on time and spirit ; and “Lift Your Skinny 
Fists Like Antennas to Heaven” by Godspeed You! Black 
Emperor, an album of instrumental apocalyptic post-rock. 
Ben Wright, Senior Editor 

4th (ish) year English Writing 


a 


Follow us on Instagram! 
@redeemerquest 


Quest is a student-run publication. 


Submissions can be sent to 
quest@redeemer.ca 


Deadlines are typically about 8 weeks into 
the semester; visit our Instagram page for 
updates. All art forms are welcome! 


Graphic design by Sarah Olivo 
Cover image by Malika Mutrux 


For still the vision awaits its appointed time; 
it hastens to the end — it will not lie. 
If it seems slow, wait for it; 


it will surely come; it will not delay. 


i” 
rd Habbakuk 2:3 ESV 
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